


A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

Thef t This fellow doth not Baud vpon points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt : hee 
knowes not the flop, A good morall my Lord. It is not e- 
nough to fpeake.but to 1'peake true. 

Hip . Indeed he hath plaid on this Prologue, like a childe 
on a Recorder, a found,but not in goucramcnt. 

Thef.H'is fpcech was like a tangled Chaine ; nothing im- 
paired,but all difordered.Who is next ? 

Enter Vyramtts and Thisby , Wall, Moone.fhme^and Lyon. 

Prologue. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this (how, 
But wonder on, till truth make all things platne* 

This man is Ptramus, if you would know ; 

This beautious Lady ^Thisby is certaine. 

This man with lymc and roughcaft, doth prefent 
Wall, that vile wall, which did thcfe loucrs funder : 

And through wals chinke (poore foules) they are Content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog,and bulh of thorne, 
Prefenteth moone-flnne.For if you will know. 

By moone-fhine did thefe Louers thinke no fcorne 
To meete ztNinus toombe,there,there to wooe : 

This gri7.1y bcaft (which Lyon hight by name) 

The trufty Thisby, comming firft by night. 

Did fcarre away, or rather did affright : 

And as fhe fled, her mantle Are did fall; 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 

Anon comes Piramus fwcete youth and tall, 

And Andes his trufty Thisbies Mantle flaine ; 

Whereat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade. 

He brauely broacht his boiling bloody breaft. 

And Thisby ,x&rry\n° in Mulberry fhade, 

His dagger drew, and died.For all the reft. 

Let Lyon, C Moone-Jhine, Wall,znd Louers twaine. 

At large difcourfe, while here they do remaine. ^ ^ 
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Thef. I wonder if the Lyon be to fpeake. 

Deme.No wonder,my Lord: one Lion may, when many 

x&k ^ CS Exit Lyon , Thisby, and Moone-Jhine. 

(frail . In this fame Interlude it doth befall. 

That I,one Flute (by name) prefent a wall : 

And fuch a wall,as I would haue you thinke. 

That had in it a crannied hole or chinke : 

Through which the Louers, Piramus and Thisby , 

Did whifper often,veryfecretly. 

This lome,this roughcaft, and this ftonc doth (bow. 

That I am that fame wall ; the truth is fo. 

And this the cranny is, right and finifter. 

Through which the fearefull Louers are to whifper. 

Thef. Would you deflre lime and haire to fpeak better . 
Dense. It is the wittieft partition, that euer Ihearddil- 
courfe,my Lord. 

Thef Tiramus drawes neerethe wall,hlence. 

Pir, O grim lookt night, 6 night with hue fo blacke, 

O night,which euer art.when day is not : 

0 night, 6 night, alacke,alacke,alacke, 

1 fear e my Thisbies promife is forgot. 

And thou 6 wall, 6 fwecte.o louely wall. 

That ftandsbetweene her Fathers ground and mine, 

Thou wall, b wall, 6 fweete and louely wall, 

Shew me thy chinke,to blink through with mine eine. 
Thanks courteous wall. Ioue fhield thee well for this. 

But what fee I ? No Thisby do I fee. 

O wicked walkthrough whom I fee no blifle. 

Cur ft be thy ftones,for thus deceiuingme. 

Thef. The wall me-thinks being fenfible,fhould curfe a- 
gaine. 

T/r.No in truth fir,he fliould not .Deceiuing me , 

Is 7 hisbies cue ; fhe is to enter now, and I am to fpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall 
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